Already in my mind / on air at Lassagammi.. 


My mouth is burning / The Amazon is burning / Amazon.co.uk is out of stock / and not delivering 
Nils-Aslek Valkeapaa in translation / With this name this story starts again / twenty one years later / 
with rye bread chips, goat cheese spread, and home-made chilli sauce. / Those green thai javelins 
defrosted, arrows blended / one for all and all for one / the wind speed is building up.. / Not just 
above but belows.. 


I start to write finally up Saana’s dance steps up / #TheHeavens / past the blank page / way past 
midnight / over ad-hoc, unplan, hybrid and open / disciplinary fields, under heli-kites / but beyond 
the reach of Naali (arctic fox).. / Leaving behind a second generation of pillow cases / reindeer 
pelts / and our various diverse dream centres of Europe / Joost joo /1 am already in my mind / on 
air at Lassagammi / If I apply, or so it goes.. 


What you might call / a non-coordinated looking event / is one full of experience / while in a still 
image of a moving one / reindeer whirl around / into some organised form.. /1 fall onto my knees / 
And hands search through the rhizomes / My nose closer to the ground / than it has been for a 
while / or for ever /1 nibble and nobble off berries / Crowberries— Vuoren Variksenmarja —super 
food / for non-humans and Homo Sapians alike / They last the winter long / unbroken when the 
frost finally melts / I’ll use them later / GoPro video never knows.. 


At one point Erich Berger steps out of his organiser role / Answering requests / to ground us in 
preparation / hunt for fossilised info nuggets, / Other wise wind and #StrangeWeathers / at other 
times hard fast / Second orders / We are all folks for a moment / telling, no listening nor havering, / 
fluidities which existed over hundreds of millions of years. /1 take a break on my own in Ravintola 
Kilpis / perched over-looking and calm / with french-fries, and Moscow apartment-block-sized 
distractions / instead of rocks or stone samples. / My word flows.. 


All these stanzas / didn’t limit my material accumulations. / Affected by gravity / they pile up under 
my bed, on the desk, in fabric wraps. / Plus I charmed with the idea of conductive ink / painting of 
purple berry skin spots / placing metallic lines, / and plastic-wrapped wires with crocodile clips / 
that flip with unfulfilled potential. / Some still do imagine stones who havfe personhood, / worlds of 
lived moments not caught, but to be caught up with / not just on SD flash cards. / They witness all 
the stupidly fast things humans do. / We redial the ‘scope, and everything vibrates / even gneiss 
moves.. 


There’s the danger of colonial conversation / where human is stone, rather than person. /1 smash 
granite chunk pencils / in a copper wind sock, beating / with hammer, the hammer warping / 
weaves but particulating exactly smooth.. / Aye potato starch at one point flowed / online and 
between new friends. / Foraged cable ties hold everything up / underneath the top of YLE’s radio / 
base-station is a perfect place for cups of tea, / soaking electromagnetic frequencies in air. / 
Enabling bad news / of radioactivity in air / soaked ions or reindeer skin cuddles / We are all 
compromised, / needing to live / with all we stand to lose.. 



As it is now / The flames lick over each other in the Kohta / In the shadows of Helsinki University 
Kilpisjarvi Biological Station / the wind is in everyone's words of French, English, German.. / Taking 
—hopefully also giving—field notes. / Northern Saami, Finnish, Norwegian swirl around nearby / 
but not inside elsewhere elsewhere outside not but / nearby air / especially this oxygen is sucked in 
/ and each being slips out / with the rest, and their energy / intact, considered, balanced / or in 
deeds, replenished.. 


Andrew Gryf Paterson 
2019. 

(Stanzas written 19.9. & 21.10.2019, in relation to and reflection in the ‘Strange Weathers’ group 
activity during the ‘Field_Notes: The Heavens' Gathering, from 15th-22nd September 2019 at 
Kiplisjarvi Biological Station, Sapmi, Finnish Saamiland. Lassagammi is the name of the Northern 
Norwegian residence of Nils Aslek Valkeapaa, in Skibotn, Arctic Norway, and hosts artist and 
scholarly residencies for those wishing to, or inspired by his work as author, poet, or Saami activist 
work). 
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